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The baby cries aloud,
To her shoulder she leans,
Smooth pat on his back,
In vain the effort meek.

Eager, worry raise top,
At last, notice ant's bite,
Rubs she on spot and lulls,
The baby on her lap.

Silken lips suck her breast,
Motherly tenderness,
Her joy rejoices her heart,
That is motherliness.

Kisses him and pats him,
With palm tender again,
Gazes she in his eyes,
Again until hardship.

Succumbs in THE TIML
Feminity a boon,
Awhile in this Nature,
Man nurtures and protects.

While nourishes she, trends,
To Right to fit on earth.

Strenuous deeds never in vain